P trick* Prince of Eyre, 

Now to Marina bend your mind, 

Whom our fa it growing fcene muff Slide 
At Tharjus, and by Clean traind 
In Muficks letters,\vho hath gaind 
Of education all the grace. 

Which irak es hie both the art an J place 
Of general! wonder : but alackc 
That monrtcr Enuie oft the wracke 
Of earned praife, Marmot life 
Seekc to take off by treafons knife. 

And in this kinde, our Clean hath 
One daughter and a full grownc wench,’ 

Eucn right for marriage fight : this Maid 
High tPhi/oten ; and it is faid 
For ccrtainc in our tloric, fhee 
Would euer with Amorim bee. 

Beet when they weaude thefleded filke. 

With fingers long/mall, white as miike, 

Or when (lie would withliiarpc needle wound. 
The Cambrickc which flic made more found 
By hurting it or whcntoo'th Lute 
She fung, and made the night bed mute. 

That ftill records with mone,or when 
She would with rich and conftantpcn, 

Vaile to her Miftreffe Dion ftilj. 

This Phyla ten contends in skill 
With ahfolute Marina : fo 
The Doueof Paphos might with the crow 
V ic feathers white, A/*™** gets 
All prayfes, which are paid as debts. 

And notas g men, this fo darken 
In Phylaten all gracefull markes. 

That Cleons wife with Enuie rare, 

Aprefcnt murderer does prepare 
F or good MortnajchiX her daughter 


Ttrifkt TrhtttfY'jrt, 

ftf ight ft*nd pecrldle by this flaughter# 

The fooncr her vile thought* to flcadj 
L* h«rido our nurfe is dead. 

And curfed Dtoni^a hath 

The pregnant inffrumentof wrath, 

Preft for this blow,the vnbomccucnt, 

I doe commend to your content, 

Onely I carried winged Time, 

Port one the lame feeteof my rirtie, 

Which ncuer could I foconuey, 
ynlcflc your thoughts went on my way, 
litomKo docs appearc, 

With Leonine*, murtherer. Exit, 

Enter DionixA, with Leonine* 

Cion. Thy oath remember, thou haft fweme to deo't, 
tisbut a blowc which ncuer fl ail bte knowne , thou 
canft not doe a thing in the worldc fo fo one to yeeldc 
ithec fo much prof.tc ; let not conftience which is but 
cold,in flaming, thyloue bofomc, enflarre too nicelie, 
nor let pittie which euen women haue caff off, melt thee, 
but be a fouldicr to thy pur pole# 

Leon. I will dco’r,!: ut yet fhe is a goodly creature, 

Dion. The fitrerthen the Gods lhould haue her. 

Here flic comes weeping for her onely Miftrelle death, 
Thou art rcfolude, 

Leon. I am refolude. 

Enter Marina with a B tslgt of flowers, 

Mori, No: T will :ob 7 V//W of her weede toflrovt 
thygreenc wirh Flowers, the yclIowe$,blewcs, the purple 
Violets, and Marigolds, (1 all as a CarpCt hang vpon thy 
graue, while Sommer dayes doth 1 all: Aye mepoorc ma d, 

F i borne 
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